MEMOIES OF THE EMPEESS EUGENIE

the Duchesse d'Albe, who died that year. This was
a great sorrow for her. The Duchess was as intelli-
gent as she was beautiful, was very well educated-
and had acquired an erudition that was rare in a
woman. The Empress used to tell how "this
scholarly niece," as she would call her with pride,
had supervised the drawing up of a catalogue of
all the marvels of art contained in the palace of
Liria at Madrid^ that had come down from the Ber-
wicks and the Albes. The Duchess was much ad-
mired both at the Spanish capital and at Paris,
where she had become very well known during the
time her father was Spanish ambassador to France.

I have already spoken of Eugenie's relations with
ex-Queen Isabella. The Empress never passed
through Paris without seeing her. The unfortunate
Queen never forgot the kind refuge offered her by
"the then powerful French sovereign," as she used
to say, when she fell from power in Spain, during
the sixties. But what bound Eugenie particularly
close to Isabella was the fact that the Queen's son,
who became later Alphonso XII, was, when Prince
of the Asturias, a playmate of the Prince Imperial,
both at Saint Cloud and at the Tuileries, as is men-
tioned elsewhere in these memoirs.

The Empress always enjoyed the society of dis-
tinguished Spaniards and when she was in Paris,
she met a large number of them, the Spanish am-
bassador being particularly amiable. The Grand
Dukes of Eussia, who also stop at the Hotel Conti-
nental, were also frequently seen in her small circle.

The favorite hour for receiving her Paris friends
was between nine and twelve in the evening. The
conversation on those occasions was very general,
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